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of sunshine and shade. Once out of the woods, we
got the first glimpse of those broad, rolling plains
of cultivated land for which the Farm is justly famed.
They rolled on and on in one unending sweep as far
as the eye could reach. Soon we whizzed past the
hundred-acre corn-field with giant maize growing
tall and straight in serried ranks and then passed
another and yet another and so on and on till, leaving
behind the seemingly endless sweep of fodder-
grasses, we at last came right on the edge of lovely
Champlain. Here we all got out and were soon taken
through the mystery of drainage and rotation of
crops, chemical fertilisers, and the ingenious arrange-
ment for keeping out flood-water. While there I
saw at a distance what looked like a gigantic pre-
historic creature and was wondering what it could
possibly be when to my dismay the hideous brute
began to snort and puff and next moment crawled
towards us. My anxieties, however, were soon laid at
rest by the Manager informing me that it was only
one of their la-furrowed steam-ploughs going on its
daily round. We waited and watched as the snorting
brute came up and passed by turning up twelve high
ridges of hard, solid soil, raking it up like so much
chaff and sand. " In a good day's work," said the
Manager, "it can change the face of twenty-five
acres of land beyond all recognition." The image of
our own ryot came instantly to my mind and how I
used to stand and watch and poetise over him in my
dear homeland as he drew hard breath over his little
wooden plough and eked out his scanty living! A
little later we motored back to the office and sat